A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.              for

My father gave me a sharp glance, and then said, ' Did
you leave college because you considered that they taught
you only words ?'

i Yes, sir; and because I wish to learn ideas.'

* Some silly book has filled your head, Oontarini, with
these ridiculous notions about the respective importance of
words and ideas-    Few ideas are correct ones, and what
are correct no one can ascertain ; but with words we govern
men.'

This observation completely knocked up all my philo-
sophy, and I was without an answer.

' I tell you what, Contarini: I suspect that there must
be some other reason for this step of yours. I wish you to tell
it to me. If you were not making there that progress which
every intelligent youth desires, such a circumstance might
be a very good reason for your representing your state to
your parent, and submitting it to his consideration; but
you, you have never complained to me upon the subject.
You said nothing of the kind when you were last with me ;
you never communicated it by letter. I never heard of a
boy running away from school because they did not teach
him sufficient, or sufficiently well. Your instructors do
not complain of your conduct, except with regard to this
step. There must be some other reason which induced you
to adopt a measure which, I natter myself, you have already
learnt to consider as both extremely unauthorised and very
injudicious.'

I had a good mind to pour it all out. I had a good
mind to dash Venice in his teeth, and let him chew it as
he could. I was on the point of asking a thousand ques-
tions, for a solution of which I had been burning all my
life, but the force of early impressions was too strong. I
shunned the fatal word, and remained silent, with a clouded
brow, and my eyes fixed upon the ground.

* Answer me, Contarini/ he continued ; 'you know that